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Quell'd the kin of the eotens, and in the wave

slain

The nicors by night-tide : strait need then I bore.
Wreak'd the grief of the Weders, the woe they

had gotten;
I ground down the wrathful; and now against

Grendel

I here with the dread one alone shall be dooming,
In Thing with the giant. I now then with thee,
O lord of the bright Danes, will fall to my

bidding,

O berg of Scyldings, and bid thee one boon,
Which, O refuge of warriors, gainsay me not now,
Since, O free friend of folks, from afar have I

come,                                                          430

That I alone, I and my band of the earls,
This hard heap of men, may cleanse Hart of ill.
This  eke  have   I   heard  say,  that he, the fell

monster,

In his wan-heed recks nothing of weapons of war;
Forgo I this therefore (if so be that Hygelac
Will  still be my man-lord,   and  he  blithe  of

mood)
To bear the sword with me, or bear the broad

shield,
Yellow-round to the battle; but with naught save

the hand-grip